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S^ill, his arriyal was an event; he appeared, at
any rate to Madame de Motteville, ec very well
made. His swarthy complexion/' she wrote in
her memoirs, " agreed well with his large, bright
eyes ; his mouth was exceedingly ugly, his figure,"
she added, " extremely fine." But his habits
were terribly unrefined. When his mother tried
to push him into the arms of Mademoiselle de
Montpensier - the noblest lady in the kingdom -
he had no conception of the part she expected
him to play. He ate grossly and no words came
to his lips. Some motions of affection seem to
have stirred within him, but, since the art of
expressing them was beyond him, this first
attempt at wooing was a pathetic failure. At
that time and in that place, he might have
learned the one thing Newcastle had omitted
from his instructions - the art of love. Perhaps
he was, though in so many other ways precocious,
too young as yet to care ; or it was not, perhaps,
in his nature to feel more than physical desire.
But could he have foretold the future, he might
then have foresworn all women for ever. As it
was, in the unfamiliar surroundings in which he
found himself, the performance of this new duty
prescribed by his mother was as good a pastime
as any, except sailing, for which there was now no
opportunity.